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THE PEACE OF SLEEP.

Pefreshed and vigorous may I awake,
To bear the burdens of another day;
mmr paths in Thy great vineyard
€,
Ttut follow Christ mare closely all the
way.

O may the peace that so pervades Sleep's

sphere
Hush storgy of strife, soothe Sorrow's

plaintive wall,

Heal wounded hearts and dry the flowing
tear,

. Bo Tove and Mercy with good cheer
prevall,

1 thank the Love that rules this border
land,

Where blessed angels walt to serve; and
sty

To lead us gontly on, with helpful hand,

O'er life’'s uneven, dark and tollsome
way.

Beneficent and sanatory land,
Where heallng power these machines re-

palr,
Machines sa long In use, complex and
Kroand;
Y& =0 abused, worn out, and wanting

care.

The Love Divine that broods o'cr mystle
teep,

Which sweetly typliles our final rest,

Bhines through the pearly gutes, that
open keep,

Noenr Sleep's Rind veatibule to mansions
Dles:

Bo, tranquil now, I lay me down to

e,
And glnk sway from self, into Thy will,
TN morning dawn, no more to wateh or

Wi,

For one Is softly breathing "Pence, be
sl

=Ars. It Muther, in Boston Transeript.

A MODERN HIGHWAYMAN &

I
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BY CLAUDE ASKEW.
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LAKA Stanhope looked hard at her
partner; he interested her ol it
wig seldom o man did that, She had
actually daneed four times with Rog-
er Meredith; it was quite ngainst her
strict code that now she was sitting
out with him in a dark eorner, It
was the evening of the Medford ball;
all the country woes there—the big
fish and the small fry: it was a gay
and animated seene; enrious glunces
were cast at Clara and her partner,
for £he was the big eateh of the coun-
try, Little was known of Roger Moer-
edith bevond the fact that he was
a handsome =eapegrace, and the
bishop of Radford's nephew,

“He is almost a man I conld enre
for,” laughed Clara Stanhiope to her-
self; “and what is there to prevent
tim liking me? I have youth, good
fooks and money, and T am tired of
a lonely life; he may be o senmp—
very likely he is, but T ean afford to
marry whom I would, and I like this
man—hugely.™

“I am leaving this seetion to-mor-
row morning,"” - Roger Meradith's
voice broke in suddenly on the girl's
meditation; *“so to-night will mean

gond-by for many years, I am afraid.
I nm off 1o the far west,”
3 are going abrond?™
"X for s v time. Hark! they
nri af 1 I v 1 4} \-'l.!"‘. o | 1 we
it rether?”

I l..:l".' Haler: whn is
chii I am Y with
ber, » ! el 1 el gre
6t ° v, It i= nenrle that now,
anl 5 v ) "s J
W 1 1 |
g h! '
]..r \ Lt |

»N nlshy I himve
barely ] three weeks
Mi noassure you
t]..' mna 1 '..i (]
"ver 1 thed =u) F oqr T ti
i and Runner were nneonps
ventional, but there was o ringe of
trut hix vojee,

; Stinhiope eaught her himeath

I I that for the first time

n mnan had tovehed her

hesurt.  She found no pleasure in her
maiden freedom and slmost mpsen-
line independence; she became frank-
Iy primitive and  wholly  nutural,
Crimsoning even to her brow, she

asked slowly:

“*Why shonld we sny good-hy 7™

My friends eall me n bad enrd:
besides, U've fallen on evil ways, If
1 had net you earlier in my life—well,
well, we are all pawns on Fate's
chesshoard; so goad-night, Miss Stan-
!:ll‘_J- B L) vorl f-}'_”

“A= vou like, hut remember if you

®BYer vire
and my ox

i

1o see ngain, 1 am 28,
v mistress "

liered up thi

e

folds of her

tul 1 I pown and stood up. i tull
and gplendid gpecimen 'f young wo-
tanh She ) brown-haired,
with deep « ring; xhe carricd her-
pelf sne nnd wore, s few woe
men & a magnificent tiarn of
ErTiii v famous Stanl O Vieir-
dow

1 Mer th enugtht her hands
i ;

were only o begugunir grirl,
I'd—1 vou abroad with nie: out
1 fe in tl Vit
i It

- would go' e
droy hier haur : i he
turn o ench one ) own
s 5 | el you 4 Yeur too
late,”

"li'.'.‘- &y She ,{",'L-'. ina I'T":IF.
Jove v , then moved forwg il
fin & fow seconds was Jost whi.
Lioprer eredith followsl with
hix eyes till l‘,‘ crowd hid her from
view, then gighed shortly., and
turned irrits .1 Y un a nerve uuking,
fair-huaired man who was advuneing
to meet him and said:

I 1 *hit you were neser eoming,
Hurry. 1s my horse realy?”

“Yes: Jim & walting with it in

the shrubbery; it's almost time to
start. Huve you found out from the

girl what time the Halcross carriage
wag ordered?”

-

1
"re-.forammnmm.l fves had m heord

minutes now.”

“We are in luek mt;ht. Ropger.
Lady Haleross is wearing most of
her diamonds, You will scoop an
Immense sum with the old lady's jew-
els, to say nothing of Clara Stan-
hope’s emeralds.”

“I eannot do it; I throw up the
Job."

“What! Shvwing the white feather
at this hour? Besides, there's no risk,
my dear boy! Who could recognize
you in a crape mask, or suspect the
bishop's nephew? There's not been
a knight of the road in these quiet
country lanes for the lust 50 years,
It will wake the good folk up--give
them something to talk about!”™

*I>—— the good people; it's a hate-
ful job robbing women. I tell you
I won't do it, Harry."

"You seem to have forgotten that
women have pretty well robbed you,
Also, that unless you can square old
Levi within the next few weeks he
will come down smartly on that young
brother of yours. The youngster
was a deveed fool to forge your fa-
ther's signature, of course; still, you
took him to see Vera, knowing her
and her kind.”

“I know I did. Well, he shall have
the £4.000 all right, and et back the
bill.  Cheer up, Harry, old man. 'm
going to see the game through, For-
get my momentary hesitation to be-
come 4 scooundrel. 1 know it's im-
possible to raise the money in any
other way, so here goes.,” And with
a light, mocking laugh Roger Mere-
dith torned on his heel, and  his
friend whistled softly,

The moon had gone In, and the
dark country side seemed deserted;
Lady  Haleross®  carringe  rumbled
safely along, her ladyship dozing hap-
pily,  while her pretty  debutante
daughtor and Clara Stanhope kept up
an animoted, if whispered conversa-
tion. After a while the younger girl
eeasedd to prattle, her pretty head
nodded in unconscions imitation of
her mothers, but Clarn  Stanhope
gat erect and upright, thinking new
thoughts, dreaming new dreams.

“I  &hall meet him again,” she
thought; “and then——"
Her reverie was  suddenly  inter-

ripted,

The elick of n revolver resounded
through the country lune, and the
forgotten ery of a  past  century,
“Your money or your life," roused
eleepy James and the easy-going old
conchman to a state of cringing ter-
ror.

A highwayman sgeemed to  have
started out of the hedge. The ear-
ringe lamps revealed that he was tall
and thin; he wore a crape mask and
a riding cloak, and carried himself
with an assmmed swagger.

“Hands up, my good men, or I fire!
Now, ladies, while I cover the serv-
ants with my revolver, I am afraid I
must ask you to step out of the car-
ringe, and hand me your jewelry, I
wnnt all the valuables that you nre
wearing, and as I mean business and
have no time to waste, I must have
the jewels before I eount ten, or—"

A horribly suggestive click of his
revolver sent Lady laleross flying

ant.
were quite certain who the man was.
He had been
was a
ukl. Clara Stanhope used to smile
when she heard them talking; but
her smile was a very sad one. -
And, out in Texas, Roger Meredith
wak learning to write his name on
clean slate, the name of an honest
man, the memory of a girl’s face ever
with him, and her indignant cry ﬂnr
Ing in hiz ears. The words
Stanhope spoke when she hurlul her
emerald tinra through the carriage
window were branded upon his soul,
The life he lived was a hard one,
but at least o clenn one; he was alone
for days, but the wild life of the
ranch suited him, and the loneliness
of the young country appealed to
him., He liked to look at the stars
at night and remember that they
shone on the lind of his birth; thlt
®1e same noonday sun poured its rays
on the old lund and the new, He felt
that he was done with his home for-

wanted for some time,
notorious

deed from intercourse with the wo-
man he still loved; but, all the same,

for—well, perhaps for her sake, per-
haps for his own, for his old life and
old eins had grown distasteful to
Roger Meredith, He knew there wns
something better in life than any-
thing he had found yet, and he had
& strange =ort of feeling that Clara
wonld understand one day the real
Roger Meredith, understand and for-
give him.

Clara waited at home, waited as

| he

ont of the carringe with an agility
remgmlable in a stout and elilerly

L peron.

“Tuke my dinmonds, take them all,
vour wiclei cownrdly mant™  =he |
nlhilsed, teandne off her gleaming,
rlittering gems,  “Only  spare  our
Jives, v him your peavls, Jdanet,
my "

.i"'l-" Fanet gtood trembling by her
mother's r.’i.‘_.-‘ but ns Loady Haleross
spoke she put up her little shaking
hand, und ofered her pretty trinkets
tir the highwayman, who secmed to
take them against his will.

Y » Ippose you wint iy fewels,
ton?” Clura Stanhope spoke, in im-
Iu-ﬁ--n:- toner, nnd fooed the nssallant
holelly The two frichtened women
had slunk back into the enrringe and
were cowering together: the conch-
man amnd footman on the hox had
their arms up, leaving the horses to
chance and fute,

“1 certainly do” was the stern,
ghort answer.

“Then take them, thief!™ As the

girl spoke she held out her wonder-
ful tiarn and as the man seized the
glowing green jewels she sprang at
him like a young tigress, and half
tore the crape mask from his face.

Then a sharp ery broke from her.

2y | '.I\‘llrm. \uu"' she cricd. “Oh, 1
know yon!

Befare she eould sny more she
gtrugeling  in the  highwayman's
grasp, and his hand over her
mouth,

“Can I trust yon to keep silent—if
I spare your emeralds 2"

She nodded her hend:
removed his hand, *1
lent—on my honor,”

“Very well, take
handed her the
half under his hreath,
bing for my own sake,"”

WS

was

and, as he
will keep si-
she whispered.

the * He
jewels: then added,

“I'm not roh-

stones

| singring

| the end of his days,

women have to wait, keeping her love
story to herself—her unbroken, un-
finished Jove story.

She sometimes heard news of Roger

through the bishop of Radford, whe!

delighted to speak of his nephew to
a sympathetic listener.

"Getting on splendidly,
splendiMy. Tut his shoulder to the
wheel nt Iast. Ah! 1 always said
there was goodd stuflf in Roger. Texas
is moking & man of him."

Clara used often to go and lunch
at the hishop's residence and talk to
the old man, She was very fond of
the hishop, bot not even to herself
wonld she confess that she still eared
for the bishop's nephew-—the high-
wayman, the thief. One day she heard
a piece of news that colored her face,
and set her heart beating wildly,

“My nephew Roger has  had to
eome home, My brother is not at
all well, and he wanted to see Roger
again before he died, The dear boy
arrived last week; he will be staying
here for a night or two soon, so you
must dine with us, Clara, and meet
him."

“ITe’s been turning over a new lenf,
my dear,” he said, gently, “it's a
great comfort to me, Clara, a great
comfort; and God bless you for ft,
my child, if it's your work."

Clara snid nothing; what wns there
tosay? She privately determined not

my dear,

to dine with the bishgp; but of
conrse, she went.
She found a very different Roger

from the man she had parted from
nearly five years ago; and Roger no-
ticed that some of the freshness of
youth had left Clara’s face, to be re-
placed by a softer, sweeter look., The
hard, brillinnt girl had softened into
a tolerant aml mereiful woman.
oger flushed under Wis bronze as
tanched Clara’s hand; she noticed
the shame in his eyes, and her heart
bled for him.

“1Lam very glad to meet yon again,”
she sabl very slowly, looking stead-
[y at him; “very glad, indeed,”

“I o not deserve wiis
low answer,

this," Lis

Somehow, after dinner—how it hap-
pened neither Clara nor Roger was
awnre—the  two  found
themselves nlone in o small  inner
[-:tl‘ll-l‘. the other Fuests Ihll\‘ill!_' cons
gregnted in the lnrger room, where
wne roing an,

at the woman
woman he shounld Jove

ever quite

Hoger looked
loved, the

he
1o
anid an intense
deslre cnme 1o him to tell her the
truth, to let her know he had not
robbed for his own eake, and so re-
deem himself ever so little in her
eves,

“I want to tell yon something, Miss
Stanhope,” he sald in  low tones,
“Will you hear me? It's quite n short
story.”

Clara inclined her head silently.
She looked nt the man as he stood
up in front of her, and she knew
whatever his fawits were that she
loved him, loved him as only a strong
woman could, What was he going to

tell her? She eould not trust her-
kelf to .-|n':|||‘..

In o few words toger Meredith ex-
plained why lie had stolen the jewels.
| “The oy by my theft,”
he finished, In o whisper: “and my
| brother runs steaizght enough now.
e

wiis snved

has hnd hiz lesson,™

A long panze  followed. Clara
Iooked at Roger. His eyes were fixed
on her, but he said nothing,

"Why have you told me this story?™

| She tried to speak calmly.

It was doubtful if the girl heard
him, for she hud sprung back into |
the earriage

The highwgyman looked in, and as
he met the H- k in Cluran St dil||ll}ll %
eyves, he realized what he had won
pnd lost,

“Drive on you pair of frightened
ecurs!" he eried to the conchman and
fomtmnn, and the carrviage rambled
ewiftly awany. Suaddenly, above the
sabbing of the women jpside, he
heusrd o cry, and the carriapge window
was flung open.

“Here, | don't want your bribe;
take jt.”

A tlash of green shot through the !

air, and Clara Stanhope’s emeralds
fell on the path.
left them there. Jeople
afterward he had dropped them in
his flight

Lady Haleross never recovered her
diamonds, and the mysterious high-
wajywan woas pever discovered. The

“Beenuse 1 love you—forgive n thief
for his wresumption.  Clara—Miss
Etunhiope, 1 return to Texas next
month; say yon forgive me before I
go. 1 shall neter see you pgaln after
to-night. Say vou understand ever
so little

Clara interrupted him.

“Do you still want my emeralds?”
‘ Roger flushed to his eyes,

“I beg your pardon—well, perhaps
| [ deserve that specch,”

*I accompany my emeralds,”
mured Clara,

“Clarn, my dear, yon don't mean-—

mur-

The highwayman { oh, no, it ih |ll|]msﬂthE. I'm not worth
supposed |

your love."

“Perhaps not,” was Clars Stan-
hope's answer; “but you have it all
the snme” ‘Then she added, shyly,
“Dont' you want to keep it?"

Roger guve her the hest answer
%0 ber question.—N. Y. Weelly.

criminal, they,

ever; that he was exiled by his own |

he intended to work out a new life,

- SHYLOCK

Shylock was the man who
wanted a pound of human
flesh. There are many
’ShylocL*; now, the convales-
cent, the rqnsumptwc. the
sickly child, the pale young
woman, all want human flesh

|

land tm:v can get it—take
[ Scott’s I-mulu
T Seott's '“ulsmn is flesh

anl blood, bone
It feeds the nerves, strengthens
the digestive organs and they
‘[ccd the whele body.

For nearly thirty years
Scott’s Emulsion has been the
great giver of human flesh.

We will send you a couple of
ounces free,

SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
400-415 Pearl Street, New York.
soc. and $ro00 | all druggists,

The Comiorter,

“Cheer up, old man! 1 know you're
in hard luck, but *just wait till the
clouds roll by.'"
| “Very fine advice, but whnt are the
movements of the clouds to me?™
I “Well, er—er—aoh, yves, you may get

a view of the silver lining os they
[ pass!"—Cincinuati Commercial Trib-
une,

Trae Sympathy,
Tom—Why so melancholy, old mgh?

Jack—Misg Jones rejected me last
night.

Tom—Well, brace up, there are
others.

Juek—Yes, of course; but sgomehow

I ean't help feeling sorry for the
poor girl.—Chicaeo Daily News,
neuueren,

“T had a sort of bargain vacation,”™
remarked Thinman,

“Get off cheap, eh?

“No; went away weighing 130
pounds and came back tipping the
seales at 1258."—Cincinpati Commercial
Tribune.

o

They llud and They Wouald,

Paterfamills And could you sup-
port my dmu:htm'. sir?

Her Lover—1 hoave two strong arms,

Paterfamilioe —Dut can they sup-
port her?

Her Lover—They often have, sir.—
Tit-Bits.

After the Goodw,

The summer glrle are all the game,
Of rings they now have heaps:

For love with them is but o game
At which they play for keeps,

=l'uck.

I'II.\CTICJ\LI.!

‘\ SECRET,

“I suppose your engagement to the
baroness is still o seeret?”

*Yes, only my most intimate ered-
Itors know of it."—Fliegende Llatter,

Changed Hin Luck,
Then there i» Zephaninh Ware,
Who wishes he'd ne'er beer born.
He made a fortune In lquld air
And spent It for Hquld corn.
~Chlcugo Tribune,

A Stupld Fellaw,

Flaherty—He's not smart at all, at
all, is he?

Flanigan—8mart? TFaith, he's that
dumb ye conld talk beholnd his back
roight before his face, an’ he'd not
know it.—Philadelphia Record.

s Method,
Madge—Whut method of ecourtship
daes he ure?
Prue—0h, he affects to have fonnd
the only girl in the world who under-
stands him.—Detroit Free Press,

Me Was Wiae,
Touchleg—=2ay, Coiner, 1'd like to

have a short talk with you.
Colner—It's no use, Touchley. T

hmen ¢ got a ¢ uII1r in my clothes. -

DR, FENNER'S

KIDNEY e
Backache
aeeSSCURE

Don’t become discourag is o
1]!0!' you, If m-wmury wrlla F.::llll.'ﬂh

s spont o 1o time curing #u!. such
Muywn. All consultations

“Dr, Fannrr‘n Kidney and Backache Cuare
I8 the cause of my belng alive to-day, 1 had
wffered greatly af kidney disonso OF yeurs
:??. rI:sducvd in_ welght to 120 pounds, 1uow
¢ unds,
W. NG uotN, otive Farnace, 0.
Drugglsts. 60c.. 81, Ask for Cook llook-'rﬂ

" |ST.VITUS DANGE sz ey Sicaias

and muscie, |

Y | the wooids an your knees where you

' Mattings, Rugs, Oil
. Curtaing, Window

Picture Frames, gi

suit you in

Prices.......

Our stock is new

No. 12=14 Valley St.

Just Like a Man, l
Mr. Munitanx—What do yon want of
a yacht? 1 ecould never see any pleas-
ure in yachting.

Mrs. Munitanx That is just like
vouy yon think of nothing but pleas-
ure.~Town 'lu]m‘q

v urlﬂr to l.hnn-e From,
“Yes," said the returned fisherman,
“T got a lot of big bites while I was

guuc'."

“Fish, snake or mosqiito?"  in-
quired the eynical chap.—Cincinfiati
Commercinl.

Preliminary Excavating,

“THow is that gold mine of yours out
west getting along?"

Al right, T hope, The superintend-
ent writes me that when the stockhold-
ers have dug up about $15,000 mare
he'll go to digging."—Chicago Tribune.

Whnat He Meant,

“Didk you see that girl that just
passed here with Charley? Well, he
calls her a dream.”

“Oh, now 1 se¢ what he meant when
he «nid he had an awful dream."—N,
Y. Journal.

Of Conrse,
“I've been calling for you for tem
minutes, June—didn't you hear me?”
“0h, yes, mum—but you saidi if any-
one calls, you weren't in—so I thought
you were out, mum."—Ally Sloper,

A Commaon Varlety,

Young Doctor—Which kind of pa-
tlents do you find 4t the hasdest to
cure? -

0Ol Doctor—Those who have noth-
;itl_!.: the matter with them—Judge,
| Her Preferenee,

Clara—Don’t you Hke 1o get out in

| canex imine IT'PI: auties of nature?
| Maud—1% ratlher get on some -nﬁi
I ?1“'."' kuces Detroit Illt' Press,

U nllkr the Mnachine,
* 4o you think the flying mochine will
o e practical 2
“1t's hard to say.
m the air a long time.”

[N}
The idea lins heen
N.Y. Times,
l‘lui-ot His Line Now,
“Whatever became of your teacher

gy

of harmony?
“Oh, he gave that allup. He's mar-
ried now "——l'hilm.t Iphia Bulletin.

FUHNITUHE

Do you need any furniture ?
If 50, don’t fuil to come to our
store and get our prices,

We can suit you in
style and prices,
from the cheap-
est to the better
grade.

Flooant Three-iecet
Bod-toom S

Hard wood, golden oak finish

Only $12.50
Mattresses = 81.90

Bedsprings = $1.25
G ood White

o e

e 3 e a3

s s =i - Sl gl ol e

Enamel Beds

with Springs
1 858.00
" Chairs, Rockers, Couches, Side-

hmrr.ln, Fancy and cheap Fax-
lcl\llon Tables, Baby Carrlages
and Go-carts,

M. HARTMAN FURNITURE CO.
MiMinburg, Pn.

Geo. W. Hackett,
Phone 1012,
Sunbury, - Pa.

Hardware, Glags, Paints,
Building Material,

Fence Wire, Farmers Tools,
Guns and Ammunition,

Style and in

no trouble to show goods and quote prices,
REPAIRING neatly and prumpll_\' done,

Lewistown Furniture Co,,

FURNITURE.....

Iffyou are in need of Furniture, Carpets,

cluth, Linoleum, Lo
Shades, Pictures, and

ve us s enll,  We eay

and up-to-date. It is

Felix Block

Wants It to Drag,
Mrs. Chargem (of Meadowland Vis
or)—I hope time will not hang jy,
on your hands while in the unty
Mr. Citamann, f
Summer Boarder—Have no fon,
Time eannot tlrng too slowly 1 it
me when I'm paying summer by,
N. Y, Weekly.

Fletlon and Faect,
“I am véry sorry, Genrge you dogy
udmire my new dress," said 4 §oug
wife, “Everybody says it is L}.m,
ing."
“"Your friends, my deur. pay yq
compliments; 1 pay your bills",
plied her husband.—Tit-Bits.

it's Everywhere,

Medigger—I'm just back from roys
ing it a couple of weeks in the Adim
dacks,

Thingumbob—That so?
up there yet?

Medigger—Sure,
adelphin Press.

Any g

Ping-pong Py

And Then He Pouted,
He—0! Am I walking too rapidh
I mukt have been walking fasterilg
I thought.
She—Yes, but yon cuu[ll o that s
walk much more slowly.—Los Angeg
Herald.

Proved Hia Innocence,
“Some one took two of my chisd
ens, lagt night; was it you, Samb
*“Deed it wasn't, sur. Lus rigd
wns Friday night, I ds-snparstil
I never took nothin® on Friday ni
sur,—Yonkers Statesman,

Rain and sweat
have wo eflect on
harness treated
with Enreka Har-
8 ness Oil, It re.
N sista the dnmhp
keeps the leat
er soft and pli= »
able. Stitches
do not Lreak.
No rough stir-
face to chafe
andcut, The
barness not M

ly ki
looking ke
new, but
'rm twice

P

Silvery:
Correct Silvery.
Correct i character, «
“‘Ifh“l |'|I1hl]'l"'—i‘i As n
dainty china or fine e
“l“'lli h we o \l‘r\'llllil £ 1
laste and  harmony.
forks, SPOONS and faney
table use will le von
lected from nm‘u]\ shiin n

“ 8 #7 N S
1 ‘;" A‘( B
Remnmier “’ BT, wniper®

tion “"Hogor' Far catal
addross tho inakery

International Silvor Co, Meriden &7
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